Madame R.. . had been careful not to ask, he remarked:
" It is a tunny omelette : my cook understands these
things to perfections and few of my friends have tasted
it without congratulating me."
" I'm not surprised/' exclaimed the fair inhabitant of
the Chaussee-d'Antin; " no such appetising omelette has
ever appeared on the tables of our people of fashion."
The salad followed. (I recommend the salad to all those
who have given me their confidence; the salad refreshes
without impairing the appetite, comforts without irrita-
ting ; I am in the habit of asserting that it.rejuvenates.)
Dinner did not interrupt conversation. They talked of
the business which had occasioned the visit, of the war
which was at the time all the rage, of topical matters, of
the hopes of the Church, and other table talk such as
beguiles a bad dinner and embellishes a good one. Dessert
came in its turn. It consisted of a Septmoncel cheese,
three Calville apples and a pot of preserves.
At last the servant brought a small round table on which
she set a cup of moka, very clear, very hot, whose aroma
filled the room. After sipping it, the Cur6 said his grace,
and added as he rose from his chair: " I never take
liqueurs; they are a superfluity which I always offer to
my guests but never myself partake of. Thus I reserve
some assistance for my old age, if God in His goodness
allows me to survive."
While all this was occurring, time had flown, six oclock
had come: Madame R. . . hastened to her carriage, for
on that evening she had various friends coming to dinner,
including myself. According to her custom, she got home
late, but home she got at last, still thrilled and excited by
what she had seen and inhaled.
BRILLAT-SAVARIN (from Physiologie du Gout)
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